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	1. Chapter 1

The Princess of Gwaintol

I do not own the rights to Lord of the Rings

**AN: Hi there, thanks for deciding to read this. Now, I'm doing something slightly different with this story and I hope you enjoy reading this. **

**I should let you know that updates will be irregular. Still, I'll try to update this as often as I can.**

Chapter One

Gwaintol is a kingdom of Men; an island a hundred miles from the coast of Middle Earth. It was founded by a small group of Numenor's faithful who fled just before Numenor was sunk beneath the waves. Originally they planned to go to Middle Earth but a storm blew them terribly off course. This small group landed on the island to find it infested by Orcs and for fifty years they battled to conquer their new home until the Orcs were driven into the mountains to the north of the island. After this war the people learned about the deep forests which covered much of the island and late they discovered that beneath the ground were great seams of gold, iron ore, and coal. After discovering this they believed that the Valar gifted them this island and they sought to defend it.

After the War of the Last Alliance, in which they sent a large number of troops, they isolated themselves, their only contact with Middle Earth being trade with Gondor, and began to build up their defences, creating a well trained army to fight the Orc war bands which descended from the mountains to slaughter the Gwaintolian people. As the centuries passed the people began to create new ways of making war, constructing powerful weapons and advanced technology. After millennia of building and advancement many of the great forests had been cleared away and four great cities, named Aurgartha, which was also the capital city, Aearannon, the main trading port on the south-east coast, Cairbardh, the home of the Gwaintolian Navy and the last city was Haegarth, the most fortified city in the kingdom and the home of the main weapon factories. To connect these cities and the dozens of towns many great roads and canals were built which crisscrossed the realm. Eventually a young man by the name of Handis invented a device which harnessed the power of steam.

In the spring of the year 3017 TA a vast army of Orcs attacked the kingdom and burned down nearly a dozen towns. This forced King Branchon the Second to lead an army of seven thousand men north to give the Orcs a taste of revenge. He left behind a company of two hundred men at a long abandoned manor house, named Eredh Bardh which had been turned into a supply depot for his army on the border of Orc territory. This is where our story begins.

...

Radwen stood on the terrace roof of the house and looked out across her post. Eredh Bardh was made up of two buildings, the first one a house and the second one was a barn which held most of their supplies, such as food and ammunition, as well as a place for the officers horses. Directly between the two buildings was a well where a few of her men were joking around. Just to the south of the two buildings was a campsite where a large number of tents were standing.

She then turned her eyes to the area surrounding Eredh Bardh. To the south and east was a large area covered by rocks and boulders, to the east an overgrown apple orchard, to the north a massive field of grain.

Radwen herself was of average height and had black hair tied into a bun. She wore a scarlet jacket with six brass buttons along the front, black trousers, brown knee high boots and a brown belt which held her holster and revolver. On her left hand she wore a ring with a small image of Varda on it. Hanging from around her neck was a set of field glasses.

'Is something wrong Captain?'

Radwen then turned around to look at her officers sitting around the large metal table. There were nine of them, eight of which were lieutenants and one was a surgeon. The one who asked the question was a very tall and lanky man named Thannor. He also had a large brown moustache which was typical fashion of men on Gwaintol. He wore two rings, one a gold wedding ring and the other displayed an icon of Tulkas. At first glance most would think he would be easy to beat in a fight but she'd seen him knock out a man in a boxing match.

'Nothing at all,' she responded and sat back down at her place just as a group of servants carrying trays of food and drink walked onto the terrace. 'I hope you're all looking forward to this.'

'Of course we are,' an officer with sideburns responded. His name was Haru.

The trays were placed on the table and then plates were handed out to all of the officers. Radwen helped herself to a scone and a cup of tea.

'So how s everyone?' she asked them.

'I still haven't got the chloroform I sent off for,' Surgeon Nestor responded.

'Well you know what the Commissariat Department's like,' she told him. 'Chances are they won't get your order until we're ordered to leave here.'

A few of the officers chuckled at that.

'Yes that's true,' said Thannor. 'It took an entire month to get my revolver.'

'Well without chloroform I'll have to perform an amputation with the man still screaming on the table,' Nestor reminded them, much to the annoyance of the rest of the officers.

'I hardly think that's appropriate talk for the officer's mess,' Lieutenant Emlinor chastised him.

'Sorry Emlinor,' Nestor said but Radwen noticed the surgeon roll his eyes. Out of all of them Nestor was the oldest officer. He had receding gray hair and yellowing skin. On his finger he also wore a ring bearing an image of Estë.

'What about the men's morale?' she asked them and Haru answered her.

'They're bored mostly. They joined the army to see adventure but they've gotten nothing but sitting here counting tins of ham.'

'Yes it's a shame we've been left here doing nothing,' Radwen agreed. 'Still, my father gave us our orders.'

'Some of the men have asked me about organising a football game,' Thannor said to Radwen. 'Do we have your permission?'

'Of course,' she agreed and then drank a sip of her tea. 'The last thing we need is a group of bored soldiers.'

'Have we received any word from the army?' Lieutenant Grophen asked her.

'Nothing since we arrived here,' she answered. 'My father promised that he'd send word when he engaged the enemy.'

'We'll His Majesty is a busy man,' Haru off handily said to her. 'Chances are he's already won the battle.'

'Maybe,' Radwen said and she looked down at her plate.

'You know my brother, the Minister of Trade, is extremely angry with with Lord Denethor,' Haru said to them.

'Oh, why?' asked Radwen.

'He's increased the price of timber we're importing from Gondor,' he answered.

'Well the people in Middle Earth have always been a backward lot,' said Nestor. 'Purely focused on getting by and not changing anything. Don't they still use bows and arrows there?'

'Yes they do,' Haru chuckled. 'It's good that we don't need to fight them. I hardly think there's much of a contest when it's arrows against the Nennor rifle.'

'I suppose it wouldn't be very fair at all,' said Thannor.

'It wouldn't be a war, it would be walk over,' Haru proclaimed. 'Even the Orcs we fight actually use firearms sometimes.'

'Anyway,' said Emlinor, 'is it true that His Majesty plans on making Lord Gronnor the commander of the cavalry?'

'I believe so,' said Radwen. 'He's a talented cavalryman.'

'Don't you feel he's a little reckless?' asked Thannor.

'Well his tactics often prove successful,' Haru reminded him. 'I believe that he normally breaks through the enemy lines on the first charge.'

'Well it's a good job he's not an infantry officer,' said Radwen. 'We need to be calm and collected.'

'Captain,' said Thannor as he stood up, 'do you see movement over there on the hills?'

'Let me see,' Radwen said and walked over to the north side of the terrace and raised her field glasses to her eyes.

Just over two miles north of Eredh Bardh were hills, in particular a rise in the land that stretched from North West to the North East of the base. Directly north on top of that rise stood two hills, the western one was larger and the men had nicknamed it Mortar while the smaller one was called Revolver. Five small figures were moving from the gap between the two hills. Through the glasses she could see that the figures were riders. Four of them were wearing the dark blue uniforms of the Royal Cavalry while the other wore no uniform.

'They must be the messengers,' said Thannor who also had his field glasses out.

'My thoughts exactly,' Radwen said as she sat back down at the table. 'Haru, will you ask Colour Sergeant Osbon to take their leader up here when they arrive?'

'Of course Captain,' he responded and walked to the balustrade around the terrace. 'Osbon, riders are coming! When they get here send their commander up to us!'

'Yes sir!' an impossibly loud voice shouted back up to them.

Radwen flinched slightly at Osbon's shout. When she first met him she had been intimidated by the man but he had shown that he was a well behaved gentleman when he spoke to her.

For a while the group of officers talked to each other while enjoying their afternoon tea. In many ways it was a well practised ritual used to display the refinement and class they were expected to display. Eventually the hatch in the floor opened and Osbon came out of it. He was tall, even for the people of Gwaintol, standing at a height of seven feet. He also had a large brown beard. He wore the red uniform of the army and was carrying his Laew rifle. After him came two men, one a Sergeant from the cavalry, Radwen was surprised to see that his uniform was cut in a few places and his face was stained by smoke. The next man was a civilian wearing a gray jacket, waistcoat, white shirt and gray trousers. On his head was a brown bowler hat and Radwen saw that he had a revolver at his belt and a bandolier was strapped from around his shoulder. Five of the spaces which once held bullets were empty.

'Captain,' Osbon said and saluted, 'this is Sergeant Seron of the First Legion's Second Cavalry and Mister Erthor of the Aurgartha Standard.'

'Welcome,' Radwen said and returned Osbon's salute. 'Have you brought news from the army?'

'Yes Captain,' Seron answered. 'His Majesty engaged the enemy yesterday afternoon. We only found two thirds of the enemy.'

'What about the remaining third?' asked Radwen.

'We didn't know. Your father sent us here to let you know the battle had started but we were attacked on the way here.'

'What?' asked Emlinor. 'How many were there?'

Radwen saw the sergeant's mouth move but she couldn't hear him. It was as if her mind wouldn't accept the number he gave.

'What?' she asked.

'Seven thousand,' he said and Radwen couldn't speak. If she opened her mouth she feared that the rising tide of bile in her throat would spill out. 'It's the other third of the Orc army. They're marching towards this post.'

'When will they be here?' asked Thannor.

'Maybe two hours,' answered Erthor. 'If we're lucky it'll be three.'

'Does the king know about this Orc force?' asked Haru.

'No,' Seron told him.

'Ride for, erm, ride for the king,' Radwen said once she was certain she wouldn't vomit. 'Tell him that if he doesn't arrive here with the army soon we're dead.'

'Yes Captain,' the sergeant said and saluted. 'My horses will need food and drink before we go.'

'You have half an hour,' Thannor told him.

'What about our men, Captain?' Osbon asked Radwen.

'We follow Kings Regulations,' she answered and stood up. 'I want all the tents struck and the men placed at stand to.'

'Yes Captian,' he said and hurried back down the stairs.

'Nestor,' she said to the surgeon, 'get your staff ready to take in wounded.'

'Of course,' he said and hurried to get to his ward.

'What are you doing here Mister Erthor?' she asked the reporter.

'Well I see it like this Captain,' he said and crossed his arms. 'I was sent away from the main army by my boss to report on the way things are run here. Now we've got a battle coming I want to write about it. It should be interesting for my readers.'

'And what if I order you to leave?' she asked him.

'I'm staying no matter what,' he said and smirked at her. 'I'm just doing my job.'

Radwen knew she couldn't win against him so she sighed.

'Just don't get in the way of my men,' she said as the bugle began to blast out the call for stand to.

'Wouldn't dream of it,' he said.

Radwen looked over the balustrade of the terrace at the men below her. They were running around, grabbing their Nennor rifles and forming infantry lines. They had been trained well but none of them, apart from the officers and NCO's, had any experience.

...

The Lieutenants were divided into three groups on what to do while Radwen was trying to keep order.

'An unassailable square of firepower will easily fend them off,' Lieutenant Haru argued.

'A square can only work when it is supported by artillery and cavalry,' Thannor reminded him. 'We have neither.'

'So we retreat,' Lieutenant Emlinor suggested.

'And be cut down as we run?' Thannor sarcastically asked him.

'They'll never catch us if we leave now,' Emlinor told him.

'And if we leave here we'll have to leave behind our supplies,' Thannor shouted. 'We can't let the Orcs get our ammunition. What do you think they could do with fifty thousand rounds? More than that but we are the rearguard of the army. If they take this base they'll be able to get behind the main army.'

'Enough,' Radwen said but the argument continued. Growing frustrated she stood up, pulled out her revolver and pointed it at the sky. 'Enough!' The gunshot echoed through the air and a few men on the ground nervously readied themselves for action. 'We face a massive Orc army. We cannot hope to defeat them in the field so we shall stay put and hold them off here.'

'If we can't win then why are you saying we should stay?' asked Emlinor.

'We don't need to win,' she answered. 'All we need to do is fend them off until my father king arrives with the main army. When they arrive the Orcs will be gunned down.'

'If they arrive,' Emlinor grumbled. 'We can't be sure they'll be here in time to save us.'

'How will we hold them off?' asked Haru, ignoring Emlinor. 'This isn't fortress. We're surrounded by fields and trees that give the enemy cover.'

Radwen had been thinking about that point for a while but she had an idea.

'We use the food boxes,' she explained. 'If we build two walls we can connect the barn to the house creating a fortress. We can border up the ground floor windows and the front door. If we put a platoon of men on the roof and two men at every window we can create a field of fire covering every patch of ground around us.'

'The food boxes are made of very thin wood,' Emlinor told her. 'They won't hold back the Orc's bullets.'

'The boxes are packed with flour and tinned ham and pork. Together they'll stop the bullets.' Thannor said and nodded. 'It could work.'

'Good. Remind me of our strength.'

'Let me see,' Haru said and thought about it, 'twelve men are sick from food poisoning so we have one hundred and eighty eight men fit for duty. There's also Surgeon Nestor and three assistant surgeons, two supply officers, three cooks, four servants and your maid.'

'I see,' Radwen murmured. 'Have the cooks and servants assist the supply officers with handing out ammunition.'

'And your maid?' asked Haru.

'Her father's a doctor and she used to help him in his surgery. I'll ask her to help Surgeon Nestor. Now then, Thannor your men will be on the roof of the house with Bugler Edenion. Stay with them and scan the horizon with your field glasses. When you see the Orcs, signal us.'

'Yes ma'am.'

'Haru, you and No.2 platoon will be on the first floor windows. Galuchin, you and No.3 platoon will take up the ground floor windows. Border them up and create loopholes in the wood. Grophen, Lannor, you and No.4 and No.5 platoons will work on the walls. I want them ready in the next hour and a half. When the battle starts you will hold the walls. Dagion, you and No.6 platoon will be in the barn. Defend it from any Orcs who break in. Lorben, you and No.7 platoon will get as many of our supplies from the barn and then into the house. During the battle you will assist Grophen and Lannor. Dringol, you and No.8 platoon will defend the courtyard and the pantry windows. Is that understood?'

'No,' said Haru as he stood up and started walking towards Radwen from around the table.

'I beg your pardon Lieutenant?'

'No offence your highness but I do not believe you should be in command here,' he explained as he came to stand in front of her. 'We all know that you were put in command because your father wanted to keep you away from the actual fighting. Out of everyone in here I have seniority. I am taking command so you can go back to your room and wait for the fighting to be over.'

'Sit down Lieutenant,' Radwen growled as the other officers uneasily looked at each other.

'No. I am now in command. If you don't like it then tough.'

Radwen was silent for a moment until she slapped the man across his face and drew her Noron revolver.

'Lieutenant I am placing you under arrest for mutiny,' she said and pointed her pistol at his forehead. 'As soon as possible I'll arrange a military trial for you.'

'How do you speak to me like that?' Haru yelled and looked at his fellow officers. 'Remove this woman from here.'

'No,' Thannor said and stood up, drawing his pistol. 'Captain, where would you like me to take this man?'

'To the cellar,' she answered and smiled. 'Haru I am placing your platoon under the command of your sergeant.'

'Fine then,' Haru hissed. 'We'll all die because of you!'

'Shut up!' she almost screeched and looked at Thannor. 'When you lock him up tell his sergeant what's happened and place one of _your_ men at the door.'

'Understood,' he answered and marched away with Haru.

'Move,' Radwen told her officers and they at once went to follow her orders.

For a few minutes after they were gone Radwen stood where she was and thought about how much of a mess everything was. Deep down she knew that Haru was right. She had always wanted to fight which had made her seem odd to many of her friends and family. She had begged her father to let her join the army for a long time and he eventually relented, just to pacify her. When she learned that she was to command a company of recruits at a supply post she had been slightly disappointed, knowing that she wouldn't see action. Yet, now a battle was coming towards her she was feeling nervous. In fact, she was dreading it.

'Captain.'

Radwen spun around and saw Osbon standing behind her.

'Yes Colour Sergeant?'

'The men have started work. Is there anything you wish me to do?'

'Yes oversee everything. Make sure no one's slacking.'

'Very good ma'am. May I ask why Lieutenant Haru's under arrest?'

'Mutiny,' she explained.

'I see.'

'Do you have any idea where Lonetha is?'

'I believe your maid is in your room.'

'Good. Thank you.'

Ellen walked to her room. The house itself was divided into the terrace on the roof, below it an attic, below that was the first floor where Radwen's room was. All the other bedrooms had their walls knocked through to make a hospital. Below that was the ground floor containing a kitchen on the south side, a dining room of the east side, a living room on the north side and a study on the west side. The front door was also on the west side and on the south side was a pantry which stuck out of the building. Next to the pantry was the courtyard which was marked by waist high stone walls. There was a cellar which also held the companies alcohol supply.

When Radwen walked into her bedroom she found Lonetha there properly tidying everything.

'Is it true?' Lonetha asked her friend. 'Are the Orcs coming?'

'Yes,' Radwen answered and ran her hand through her black hair. 'I've sent word to the king. He'll be here soon.'

'I hope so.'

'I need you to report to Surgeon Nestor. When the wounded come in he'll need all the help he can get.'

'Are you sure? I haven't been in an operation for over a year.'

'I have faith in you. There is one other thing,' Radwen added. 'Can you help me with my armour?'

'Of course,' Lonetha said and walked to the wardrobe.

She then took out all of the armour and placed it on the bed. Radwen looked at it all and nervously bit her lower lip. Along with her armour was all of her equipment including her webbing and her preferred weapon, a Nennor Carbine which was a smaller version of the rifles carried by the infantry. Radwen stood in front of her mirror looking at herself as Lonetha strapped the webbing onto her. The webbing was made of brown leather which supported a pair of large leather pouches, each one holding forty rounds for her carbine, at hip level. As Lonetha proceeded to attach each piece of armour Radwen saw her reflection change. Instead of a woman she slowly started to see a ten year old girl with black hair wearing a very uncomfortable blue dress. Instead of Lonetha she saw an old woman, the girl's governess.

'_I don't like it. It's scratchy.'_

'_Your father says you have to wear it.'_

'_But it's not even pretty.'_

'_All the other girls will be wearing them your highness.'_

'_So?'_

'_You'll look odd if you're not wearing one of these dresses.'_

'_They say I'm odd anyway.'_

'_Then you have a chance to prove them wrong.'_

Radwen blinked her eyes a few times and then saw herself as she is now in the mirror again. Her armour was now all on her. She was wearing a steel cuirass which protected her front and the straps of her webbing, faulds, tassets, vambraces and pauldrons. Her helmet protected the top of her head as well as her cheeks and the back of her neck. On the top of it was a large crest of red horse hair and a diamond shape on the front of the helmet displayed a blue number 1, identifying them as members of the First Legion. After looking at herself for a few moments she nodded and again bit her lip.

'Well done,' she said and looked at her maid. 'Now report to the Surgeon.'

'Yes ma'am.'

She then curtsied and walked out of the room. Radwen picked up her carbine and slung it over her shoulder. Just then a knock came from her door.

'Come in.'

The door opened and a pair of soldiers walked in. Both were carrying an ammunition box and had their rifles slung over their shoulders.

'We were told to set up in here Captain,' one of them, a corporal with a moustache and sideburns, told her.

'Of course,' she said and gestured at her window which looked over the pantry. 'Do what you need to do.'

'Thank you,' the corporal said and put the box on the floor under the window before raising his rifle and then smashed the glass of the window with its butt.

'Just don't go in my wardrobe,' she warned them.

'We wouldn't dream of it,' the other soldier, a private, answered.

'Very good,' she said and left the room.

When the private was sure she was gone he looked at the corporal.

'She worried we'll go near her bloomers?' he joked with the corporal.

'I get enough of that from my wife,' he replied and they shared a laugh.

...

Radwen looked at her men as they worked at the barricades. They were doing a good job and it looked like they might manage it in time. She saw Osbon standing by the well shouting orders at men who looked like they were slacking.

'Hurry up! You there, if you drop that rifle again I'll shove it up your rear with the bayonet fixed!'

'Good to see you're raising morale,' she quipped as she stood next to him. 'How are they?'

'They're typical troops. Give them work and they'll be fine.'

'Excellent,' she said and saw a pair of soldiers lugging a box onto the barricade. 'Do you think they'll be finished on time?'

'Probably. Still, I almost pity the Orc that has to go up against volley fire. Almost.'

'Good,' she said as another pair of soldiers dropped their box spilling square tins ham all over the ground.

'For goodness sake,' Osbon growled and walked over to them. 'Pick up that food and get that box on the barricade!'

'Yes sir,' one of them replied and they quickly moved to follow the orders.

Radwen looked at the men, all working as fast as they could. Most of them had taken off their red tunics so they were only wearing their white vests. She then looked up at the windows, the ground floor ones were being boarded up and men were already at the upper floor ones. When she looked up at the roof she saw Thannor's men standing ready. They were already wearing their armour. It was brand new so it shined in the sunlight.

Once again she looked at the ground floor windows. In the east wall of the house there was a small door which she had ordered be left open in case they needed to retreat to inside the house. She hoped they wouldn't have to though. She knew one thing for certain though; the fight was going to be a hard one.

**Well that was the first chapter for you. What did you think? Please review.**

**Also, to clarify, each gun in this story is based on a real world one.  
>The Nennor is based on the Martini-Henry rifle.<br>The Laew is based on the Henry Model 60.  
>Their revolvers are based on the Colt.45 Model 1873.<strong>


	2. Chapter 2

The Princess of Gwaintol

I do not own the rights to Lord of the Rings

**So, here's the first action in this story. I loved writing this fight scene and I hope you enjoy it. **

Chapter Two

Radwen stood by the well as the men who had been working on the barricades put on their armour. They all wore the same type of helmet as Radwen, only their helmets crests were made from black hair. The rest of their armour was also made up of a cuirass, which only protected their front, and a pair of vambrace's protecting their arms. It had been two hours since the riders had arrived and there had been no sign of the Orcs. Instead of calming her down this made Radwen even more concerned, knowing that the Orcs would more than likely be arriving soon. Next to her stood Colour Sergeant Osbon, wearing a Cuirass, pauldrons and vambraces, who was gripping his Laew Rifle tightly, as if begging for the Orcs to attack.

'Is that loaded?' she asked him.

'Of course,' he answered and nodded.

'I'll load mine when they come,' she said and looked down at the carbine in her hands.

Even though it wasn't loaded and she was keeping her fingers away from the trigger. She looked at it carefully, at the precise mechanical precision it was made with. The gun itself came from the weapon factories of Haegarth and it showed in the finish. There was no engraving or decoration, instead it was simple mechanical precision. Actually, there was one decoration. On the underside of the lever was a small circle which had a small image of the Vala Aule on it.

A bugle blasted through the air and Radwen was snapped away from her weapon. That sound. It was the stand to. Her men were running to the barricades and readying their weapons for action. She looked up at the roof and saw Thannor up there pointing towards the hills to the north. Slowly Radwen turned her eyes to the hills and she gasped. Marching between Mortar and Revolver was the Orc army. A single massive column of brutes. They were grouped into companies of three hundred and marched with lots of space between each soldier. Radwen took in a few nervous, shaky breaths and walked towards the north barricade with Osbon right behind her.

When she made it to the barricade she lifted her field glasses to her eyes and looked at the Orcs for the first time in her life. They wore armour which was a crude imitation of the armour worn by the Gwaintolian army. She looked at their weapons, swords and axes. A large number of them carried firearms, mostly old muzzle loading Coll Rifles but some were carrying modern Nennor rifles and double barrelled shotguns. After they had marched between the two hills they spread out, forming one large block of Orcs. The massive force then stopped.

Every soldier in Eredh Bardh stood awaiting orders but their commander was stunned. There were so many of them. Radwen sucked in a deep breath and nervously licked her bone dry lips.

'Orders?' Lieutenant Grophen, whose platoon was on the north barricade, asked her.

'Yes orders,' she said and looked at Osbon. 'Fix bayonets.'

'Yes ma'am,' he said and took in a deep breath. 'COMPANY FIX BAYONETS!'

At the order every man pulled the bayonets from their belts and fixed them onto the barrels of their rifles.

'Load,' Radwen quietly said to Osbon.

'LOAD!'

Each man began to load their rifles. It was a quick process with every man pulling down the lever on the underside of their weapons which opened the breach, they then pushed a bullet into the breach and then pulled the lever up, closing the breach.

Radwen was then silent as she watched the Orc army. They hadn't moved. Then she saw an Orc on a massive Warg shout a few instructions at his subordinates. At that the Orc army began to move. Most of them marched forwards slowly but others acted differently. The Orcs with guns ran across the open ground towards the field, the rocks and the trees to encircle them.

_This is your last chance to go, _a voice in Radwen's head said to her. _Order the retreat and you'll live._

'Steady,' she said and gripped her carbine even tighter.

A large group of Orcs, about a third of them, moved away from the main group and went at a fast jog towards the rocks.

'It looks like they'll attack us from both sides,' said Grophen.

'I know,' Radwen said as her feet shifted.

'Captain if you wish to go to the terrace I'll take over down here,' he offered kindly.

'No,' she said although the offer was tempting. 'My father always said that an officer should stay close to the men.'

'Very well.'

By then the main Orc force, which numbered about four thousand, had made it to the edge of the field but they hadn't gone any further. Unfortunately they were out of range for their rifles.

'What are they waiting for?' Radwen asked herself.

'They're just trying to scare us,' Grophen told her as he measured the weight of his revolver in his hands. 'No doubt they'll come soon enough.'

BANG

Blood splashed onto Radwen's face. Everything slowed down. Grophen fell onto the ground. There were more gunshots. She felt a bullet fly straight past her, missing her head by inches. A strong pair of hands grabbed Radwen and she was yanked down to the ground. Her face was shaking. She'd dropped her weapon. All of the men were crouching behind the barricade. Guns were still being fired.

'Captain, orders!'

It was Osbon who'd pulled her down and shouting at her.

'Erm, erm, erm, erm,' she stammered.

'Captain,' Osbon said and put his hands on her shoulders. 'Radwen, you have to stay calm. The men need a leader. What are your orders?'

'Re, re, re, return fire.'

'RETURN FIRE!'

At that every man rose up a little and fired back at the Orcs. The noise was deafening. Smoke choked her lungs. She looked up and saw that the men at the windows were shooting at the Orcs. Thannor's men were firing as well, sniping at the Orcs. Radwen knew what she had to do. She picked up her weapon and pushed down the lever of her carbine with her shaky hand. She pulled a bullet out of her pouch and tried to push it into the breach of her weapon. She missed and the bullet fell onto the ground. Cursing silently she pulled out another bullet and managed to push it into the breach. She closed the breach and got ready to move up. She was about to when a bullet tore through the air directly above her head.

'My goodness,' she whispered and she looked to see what Osbon was doing.

He was shouting instructions at the men. He then pulled his rifle butt into his shoulder and bared his teeth. His rifle had a tube under the main barrel which held ten rounds, each one ready to be loaded into the breach by a lever on the weapon. Osbon took in a deep breath and jumped up shouting his battle cry.

'_ILLUVITAR GELLUI!'_

He fired once, twice, three times. Seeing the braves soldier standing and firing gave Radwen courage. She stood up and aimed her weapon at the field. Orc sharpshooters were crouching just inside the tall grass or were inside it hiding. She aimed her weapon at an Orc with a Nennor. She pulled the trigger. The weapon kicked into her shoulder and almost threw her back. She knew there'd be a bruise there. The Orc was still standing. She cursed again and was about to reload her rifle when the section of the box in front of her was hit. A cloud of splinters was thrown into the air and one a few hit her in the face. She crouched behind the boxes and reached up to her face. She yanked out a large splinter and wiped off the blood, _her blood. _At that point Osbon crouched down behind the barricade to reload his weapon.

'Did you get one Captain?' he asked her.

'No,' she responded as she pulled down her rifles lever and pushed a bullet into it.

'You'll get one, don't worry,' he said and Radwen got ready to stand up again.

She moved up and aimed her weapon. There was an Orc pouring powder down the barrel of its Coll. She aimed her weapon at its chest and pulled the trigger. Again it kicked back into her shoulder and she bit her tongue from the pain. As blood filled her mouth and smoke intruded into her breath she saw the Orc she was aiming at fall into the grass. For a second she couldn't think of anything and then, with shocking realisation, she knew she had killed it. She dropped down again to reload as Osbon pushed the last round into his weapon.

'I got one,' she said and smiled as she began to reload. 'I killed it. I killed it. I killed it.'

'Well done,' he said and stood up. He fired again.

Radwen spat out a large mouthful of bloodied saliva and pushed a new bullet into the rifle.

...

Nestor groaned in frustration as the soldiers at the windows fired down at the Orcs outside.

_My job's hard enough already _he thought to himself. He was wearing a white shirt, black trousers and a white apron. On the table in front of him was a soldier, the first casualty of the day, who had a bullet in his left arm, just above the wrist. He was screaming

'Nurse,' he said and Lonetha hurried over to him, 'hold his hand.'

Lonetha looked down at the man. He was young with only the faintest signs of a beard on his face. She took hold of his right hand and she grunted from his iron grip.

'Mother,' he moaned in pain as blood poured from his wound onto the tables white cloth.

'You're safe,' she whispered, not knowing if he could understand her.

'Bones are shattered,' Nestor said and shook his head and looked at one of the doctors. 'Get me the chloroform and the bone saw. Now.'

Only moments later the doctor appeared holding a glass bottle and a saw. Hanging from his elbow was a metal bucket. Lonetha had to look away as Nestor did his work, the only thought in her head was the soldiers grip. The smell of blood and smoke was overpowering.

...

Radwen fired again and hit an Orc in the left wrist before it could fire. The Orc dropped its weapon and screamed in pain, clutching its bloody hand. Osbon then fired at the same Orc killing it.

'That one was mine,' she said as she reloaded her rifle.

'If you say so Captain,' he responded and fired again, a smile tugging at his lips.

It was at that moment a horn blew somewhere and the Orc snipers retreated. As they vanished into the grass some of the men cheered or fired off more shots at them. Lonetha fired and smiled. They had driven them back.

'Orders?' asked Osbon.

'Cease fire,' she instructed at once. _Don't get carried away. Keep steady. _

'CEASE FIRE!'

A few seconds later the last guns fired and there was silence. Radwen looked around herself and saw how many of her men were killed. Four were dead and seven were nursing their bullet wounds.

'Get the wounded to Nestor,' she said to Osbon.

'And the dead?' he asked her.

'Erm,' she said and tried to remember regulations. 'Take them to the centre of our position.'

'If we do that we might contaminate the well,' he reminded her.

'Yes of course,' she said and looked at the bodies. 'Put them by the, erm, put them at the barn wall. They'll be out of the way there.'

'Understood,' he responded, saluted and shouted at men to carry out the orders.

Radwen slung her rifle over her shoulder and walked to the well, past Lieutenant Lorben and his men, and then stood on the wall of the well before raising her field glasses to her eyes. Through them she saw that the main Orc force still hadn't moved. She also noticed that the south barricade hadn't come under attack.

'Lieutenant Lorben,' she said and the officer walked over to her.

'Captain?'

'When the enemy attack I want you to wait for my orders and then send your men to the attacked wall.'

'Wouldn't it be better to send half of my men?' he asked. 'That way both walls will still have extra men.'

'Yes of course,' she agreed. 'Do just that.'

'Thank you,' he responded. 'Are you hurt?'

'No,' she said and wiped more of the blood from her face. 'Most of it's not mine.'

'Good. The last thing we need is our CO dead.'

'Bloody good show there!'

The two of them looked to the source of the voice and they saw Erthor hurrying towards them clutching a revolver.

'Can I help you Mister Erthor?' Radwen asked him as a fusillade of shots rang out.

Everyone dropped to the ground and readied themselves for the order to fire back.

'Captain,' Thannor's sergeant, a man named Agaron, shouted down at her, 'those shots came from the south-west. They're shooting at the yard!'

'I see,' she said and ran over to the south barricade. When she reached it she looked over the barricade and saw Orcs hiding behind the trees there. A few had even climbed into the branches. 'Agaron, order the men in the yard to fire at will!'

'Understood,' he responded, saluted and then shouted the orders as loud as he could to make sure the men in the yard got the message.

'Captain!' it was Osbon this time. 'Orcs are forming up on the north side!'

'Damn,' Radwen cursed and looked through her field glasses.

Indeed, to the north about three hundred Orcs, an entire company, were forming up for an attack. They were armed with swords but one or two also carried axes.

'Orcs to the south!'

Radwen looked to the south and saw the third of the Orc force moving into the rocks to the south. They were waiting for the order to attack.

'Lannor,' she shouted, 'fire as soon as the Orcs are in range! North wall, prepare to fire!'

She then hurried over to that wall and didn't grab her carbine. Instead she drew her revolver. Radwen knew that soon it would come to close quarter combat. When she reached the wall Osbon was waiting for her and the Orc company had reached the north side of the field.

'Orders?' he requested.

'I'll give them soon don't worry,' she said and then noticed that Erthor had followed her and her was pulling back the hammer on his pistol, readying to fire a round. 'Why are you here?'

'Well if there's a fight I may as well be in it,' he answered and took off his bowler hat.

'No you may not. If you want to shoot Orcs go up on the roof.'

'Very well,' he reluctantly agreed and slowly walked away.

'Damn the newspapers,' she muttered to herself.

'Here, here Captain,' Osbon said with a grin.

The Orcs were marching across the field at a steady pace with plenty of room between each other to make volley fire less effective. They'd learned that from centuries of war.

When they had neared the edge of the field Radwen nodded at Osbon who knew what to do.

'AIM! FIRE!'

A thick cloud of smoke rose up from the north barricade as bullets blasted through the air. The front rank of Orcs fell dead and the rest broke out into a headlong charge.

'Aim,' Radwen shouted as loud as she could, 'fire!' They fired again and more Orc fell dead. Radwen aimed her revolver at the Orcs and pulled the trigger. 'Fire at will!'

At once they fired again as fast as they could. Orcs dropped dead and rolled along the ground. Blood spilled across the ground and weapons clattered onto the ground. Radwen fired her sixth round and knew that there wouldn't be enough time to reload it. Instead she holstered the pistol and drew her sword. The Orcs were crossing the last few feet of ground to the barricade and Radwen readied herself. She was against the barricade and she lifted her sword up.

The Orcs crashed into the barricade and Radwen swung her sword into an Orcs neck. Black blood splattered across her cuirass but she forced herself to ignore it. She instead stabbed forwards and got an Orc in leather armour through the chest. Her men, only one rank thin across the barricade, were fighting back fiercely, stabbing the Orcs with their bayonets, hitting them with their rifle butts, and punching the with their fists. Some had slung their rifles over their shoulders and were using their swords. Yet, some of her men were killed and Orcs were pouring over the barricade into the base.

'Lennor!' she shouted and saw that he had already lined up his men.

Fifteen of them were ready in two ranks with bayonets fixed, leading them was a Sergeant. About a dozen Orcs were already charging towards them though.

'Fire!' the sergeant ordered and both ranks unleashed their firepower.

Most of the Orcs fell dead but a few survived.

'Charge!'

Both ranks roared and charged at the Orcs with bayonets fixed. They made short work of them and soon they were throwing themselves against the Orcs. However, the brutes had forced the men away from the barricade.

Radwen stabbed an Orc through the shoulder wounding it. Osbon then finished it off with a blow to the back of its head with his rifle butt. An Orc charged at Radwen but it was shot by one of the men at the windows. She looked up at them and saw that Thannor had put most of his men on the east side of the terrace and their firepower, combined with the discipline of the men on the ground, was driving the Orcs back. She stabbed another as the Orcs began their retreat.

'Form two ranks!' Radwen shouted and her men followed the order. They all had their rifles out again. 'Load. First rank,' she said as the Orcs struggled to climb over the barricade again, 'fire!'

The front rank fired their weapons killing many of the Orcs.

'Second rank fire!'

They fired as the front rank reloaded killing more Orcs.

'First rank fire!'

The front rank fired again killing all of the Orcs who hadn't gone over the barricade.

'Forward march!' she shouted and pointed her sword forward.

They marched in lock step over the bodies of Orcs and men. Some nearly tripped over their dead comrades but they didn't stop. As they marched they bayoneted the Orcs who were wounded but not dead. When they reached the barricade Radwen ordered them to stop. The only sounds came from the gun battle on the other side of Eredh Bardh.

'Alright,' she said and wiped the grime, sweat and blood from her brow. She looked at the bodies and boxes scattered everywhere. A large number of the boxes from the barricade had been thrown off or pushed over. 'Rebuild the barricade. Lennor's men get back to your platoon.'

As she said that she saw a new company of Orcs getting ready to attack. Radwen put her sword away and pulled out her revolver to reload it.

...

Lonetha sighed as she pressed the chloroform soaked rag into the wounded mans mouth. He had been stabbed through the stomach and he was bleeding terribly. By now all of the operating tables white cloth had been stained red and the entire room stank of blood. When the man was calmed down Nestor got to work on him.

'Damn it,' he hissed. 'The blade's broken in him!' He then picked up a scalpel, which was also bloody after an earlier procedure. 'Nurse, fetch some staples and bandages.'

'Yes sir,' she said and picked up the hem of her dress as she ran through the hospital to the supplies cabinet.

She flung the doors open and looked at the boxes in there. They were all labelled so she easily found the staples. She pulled out three of them, grabbed a roll of bandages and hurried back to Nestor, almost tripping over, and then reached the surgeon. He was reaching into a wound, being held open by a scalpel, and a look of deep concentration was etched onto his face. At last he smiled and pulled out a piece of broken metal. Blood welled out of the wound and Nestor snatched the staples out of Lonetha's hands. He worked quickly and was able to shut the wound before wrapping the bandage around the man. He hoped their supplies would last the battle. He preferred using clips over stitches but he was worried that's what they'd be using soon. His ring was already bloodied, the image of the vala on it was obscured.

**AN: Well that's Chapter Two. What did you think? I hope you liked it.**
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Radwen tightly gripped the handle of her sword as she tried to hold back the Orc. Their blades were locked as that monster tried to force her back. Radwen felt her knees about to buckle so she quickly pulled out her revolver and pointed it at its chest. She pulled the trigger but nothing happened. _Pull back the hammer you idiot. _She pulled back the hammer and pulled the trigger. The gun fired and the Orc was thrown backwards, dropping its sword and splattering blood onto Radwens face and cuirass. She looked around and saw the last of the Orcs in the latest attack being killed by her men's bayonets. One Orc had gotten over the barricade and was about to swing an axe into the back of one of her soldiers necks. She aimed her revolver and fired. The Orc fell dead with a bullet in its back. The soldier was safe. She rushed over to the barricade as quickly as she could and shot another Orc. By her count she still had three bullets left before it was time to reload. The Orcs had started their retreat and Radwen shot one more before ordering the cease fire. The young princess used the moment's peace to get a drink of water from her flask. That was when she noticed Osbon jogging towards her carrying his rifle in one hand and in the other he was holding Radwen's carbine.

'I think you dropped this ma'am,' he said and handed her the weapon.

'Thank you Osbon,' she responded and looked up at the darkening sky. 'Will they come again?'

'Probably,' he responded.

_Damn, _Radwen cursed herself. She hadn't meant to say that out loud.

'Orcs are strange things; especially over the last few years.'

'Why do you say that?' she asked him.

'About fifteen years ago the Orcs would only fight at day when they had no choice. Now they fight in the day and sleep at night like us. I was just a bugler then.'

'Do you think the Orcs are changing?'

'They're getting braver,' he answered. 'Something's happening.'

'You've been reading too many newspapers,' she quipped and slung her rifle over her shoulder. After quickly sweeping over the barricade with her eyes she felt a little disheartened. The barricade was quickly being reduced to a pile of boxes only just hanging together. 'This won't hold them much longer.'

'I know,' Osbon agreed.

'We'll have to rebuild it,' she said and shrugged. 'Set the men to it.'

'I don't think that's wise,' he told her.

Radwen looked at him and set her lip into a tin line.

'Why not Colour Sergeant?' she asked him.

'As soon as the Orcs see us rebuilding they'll send in a massive wave.'

'And if we don't rebuild they'll attack anyway.'

As soon as she said that a fusillade of shots rang out as the Orc snipers started shooting again.'

'Damn,' Radwen growled as she crouched behind the boxes and reached into her pouch for a bullet. It was empty. She felt in the other one and realised that she was out of ammunition. 'No.'

'What's wrong?' Osbon asked as he reloaded his Laew.

'I've ran out of bullets,' she answered him as a bullet hit the box directly above her head and blasted out a spray of tinned ham.

'Here,' Osbon said and dragged the body of one of the men towards him. He felt inside the man's pouches and pulled out a handful of bullets.

Radwen accepted the bullets and put them inside her own pouch. As quickly as she could she loaded her weapon and nodded at Osbon to give the order.

'FIRE!'

The men got up and fired at the Orcs who were crouching in what remained of the field. Most of it had been flattened by the seemingly endless waves of Orcs which were sent at them. Further away the main Orc force was still where it was when they arrived, patiently waiting for the order to spill blood.

Radwen pulled the trigger and clipped an Orc armed with a muzzle loader in the shoulder. At once she reloaded and fired again, just managing to hit an Orc in the neck. Smiling at another victory she pushed down the lever and pushed a new bullet in. Carefully she aimed at an Orc carrying a revolver and wearing a helmet with a skull on top of it on a spike. It was probably an officer. She pulled the trigger and heard a click.

_No._

She crouched behind the barricade and opened the breach, seeing the bullet jammed in there. She pulled the small knife off of her belt and started work on removing it. It refused to come out and she gritted her teeth from frustration.

...

Erthor crouched behind the balustrade of the terrace making notes in his small note pad of the battle. Just as a bullet struck the balustrade, sending shards of stone everywhere, he thought that he couldn't have found a better battle.

...

'Thank you Varda,' she said as the jammed bullet came free and she loaded a new one in.

She stood up and shot an Orc with a Coll rifle, blasting its hip apart. The Orc fell over and clutched its wound, screaming in pain as it tried to stop the blood flowing from its hip. Radwen reloaded and fired at the same Orc, hitting it in the chest and killing it.

'They're asking for it!' one young private declared and blew an Orcs head off.

Radwen silently agreed as she shot another Orc. The beast fell backwards just as a horn blew. The Orcs retreated from the fire fight but Radwen felt no joy. She knew that each attack with guns would be followed by a mass infantry attack.

'Ready yourselves,' she shouted at her men.

Altogether seventeen of them were on the north barricade and they were all ready. They had to be ready.

...

Nestor's arm was aching from the action of using the bone saw again and again. When at last the arm came free he dropped it into the bucket by the operating table. He then ordered one of the surgeons to get rid of the man and bring up the next one. His next patient had a long slice along his left arm. Not too hard.

Nestor picked up his needle and threat and started stitching up the wound while the men at the windows fired again. One of them suddenly fell backwards and dropped his weapon, blood flowing from the large hole in his cuirass.

'Nurse,' Nestor said to Lonetha, 'get that man to the corpse pile.'

...

'Pull back!' Radwen shouted and her men at the barricade retreated.

They quickly joined the troops in the centre by the well and formed a two rank deep line. Radwen and Osbon took their position at the end of the infantry line Lieutenant Lorben and she nodded at Osbon to begin firing.

'First rank, fire!' Bang. 'Second rank, fire!' Bang. 'First rank, fire!' Bang.

Hundreds of Orcs rushed over the barricade, knocking the boxes over and raising their axes, ready to sink them down into the men's throats. With each volley more fell dead but they didn't stop coming. A pile of Orc bodies formed only ten paces from the Gwaintolian firing line. More of them dropped to the ground as the combined fire from the building and the line took their toll on the Orcs.

Eventually the Orcs broke and, as Radwen fired one last shot at them, she sighed in relief.

'Forward march,' she ordered and her men advanced, bayoneting the Orcs who were wounded on the ground.

She looked at the barricade and shook her head. They couldn't keep fighting over it. When it had once been elbow high it was now waist high and scattered apart. The barricade was just a pile. She looked to the south barricade and noticed something.

'What are they playing at?'

Lieutenant Lannor, whose men were waiting at the south barricade, heard her and enquired what she meant.

'The Orcs have placed a third of their soldiers in the rocks to the south,' she said as she reached for her field glasses. 'Yet all they've done is launch small attacks from the south. It makes no sense.'

'Actually it does,' Lannor told her.

'Explain.'

'The Orcs know that we can't leave one wall undefended when so many are there. They've positioned them there to keep my platoon pinned on the south wall and deny reinforcements to the north wall.'

'Oh, I see,' Radwen said and shook her head. 'How didn't I see that?'

'It's not your fault,' he promised her.

'I'm in command. Everything that happens is my responsibility,' she said and looked up at the windows at the house. The men on the east windows couldn't fire at the Orcs as they charged at the barricades. That was a major problem. _Maybe I should reposition them. _As she thought that an idea emerged in her mind. 'Osbon!'

Moments later the Colour Sergeant rushed to her side and saluted.

'Ma'am?'

'I want half the men at windows and in the barn to assemble here.'

'To reinforce the walls?' Lannor asked her.

'No,' she answered. 'To build new ones.'

'I beg your pardon?' Lannor asked.

'You heard me right,' she said and pointed up at the east windows. 'Those men can't hit the Orcs as they come at us. If we build new walls closer to the well the men at the windows can set up a cross fire.'

'Of course,' Osbon said and nodded.

'Why didn't I think of it earlier?' Radwen asked herself.

'You made a snap decision and it's worked so far,' Lannor answered.

'Thank you Lieutenant. Osbon, I want every spare food box used in the new walls. Move.'

He saluted and then ran off to give the job of informing the men to the corporals.

'What about the men already at the walls?' Lannor asked her.

'Send half of your men to the north barricade,' she ordered before looking at Lorben and his men. 'Lorben, move all of your men to north barricade!'

'Understood,' he briskly responded and they rushed to the north barricade.

As they did so three men, cooks, came out of the house dragging large boxes of ammunition to the troops.

'Lannor,' Radwen said again, 'as soon as the new barricades are built pull your men back to them.'

'Of course,' he said before saluting.

...

Rain fell from the night sky and bombarded the men on the ground. They were busy rebuilding the barricades as quickly as they could. Radwen was one of them. With Osbon's help she hauled another box onto the barricade and she almost fell to the ground from exhaustion.

'Captain,' the Colour Sergeant said and put his hand on her shoulder, 'go inside.'

'No,' she said as she battled to keep her tired eyes open. 'I need to be here when the Orcs attack again.'

'Radwen,' he said quietly, 'you can't be everywhere at once. The Orcs from this island don't attack in the rain; it ruins their powder. You're not used to this.'

'None of the ordinary soldiers are,' she whispered back.

'None of them were brought up in a palace,' he told her in a comforting voice. 'None of them had a governess dressing them or a servant feeding them. These men are from the slums. They grew up on the streets or they spent nights resting on ropes in dosshouses. Their families are poor. Go and get some rest. If any of them talk bad about you I'll flog them.'

Radwen couldn't help but laugh at that. She shook her head and ran her fingers through her hair. Her helmet had been hit by an Orc sniper. It tore most of it away but it hadn't hit her head. Still, the helmet was left useless so she got rid of it. Not long after that the bun her hair had been tied in came apart. She looked down at her gloved hands and flinched as she moved her fingers.

'Alright,' she agreed and turned to walk away when she suddenly turned around. 'If anything happens tell me.'

'I will Captain,' he said and immediately went about directing the soldiers.

Radwen picked up her carbine from where she had left it resting against the well wall before walking straight into the house. She passed a couple of soldiers who saluted her which she returned. She walked up the stairs, past the hospital, from which she could hear the whimpering of dying men, and then to her bedroom. One soldier, the private from earlier that day, was still there.

'Captain,' he said and saluted.

'Get to another window,' she said as she almost dropped her carbine on the floor.

'Yes ma'am,' he said, saluted and walked out, closing the door behind him.

Radwen took off her armour, piling them in the corner of the room as the weight of her tiredness fell down on her. She took off all of her webbing, her belt and threw them with her armour. She then unbuttoned her red jacket, threw it onto the pile in the corner and then walked to the windows, shut the curtains and looked into the mirror. She was still wearing her white vest, stained with blood and sweat, and then looked at her gloved hands. She took the right one off, grunting and fighting back the tears, and then pulled it off, seeing the burns on her hand. She did the same with the other hand and she saw how bad the burns were.

'Idiot,' she cursed herself.

She had sustained the burns during a fight when she picked up her carbine by the barrel to use it as a club. She didn't realise how hot it was and never noticed the burns until after the Orcs had been driven back. When she saw the wounds she remembered her gloves and put them off to hide the wounds. There'll probably be scars there. She looked at the ring on her finger for a second, a few drops of blood were on it but she ignored it. Radwen took off the vest and she flinched at the sight of the ugly bruise on her shoulder where the carbine had kicked back into her. She put it back on again and fell onto her bed. Instantly she fell asleep and she was embraced by the darkness and rest of sleep.

**AN: Now there's the latest chapter. What did you think? Also, what do you guys think of Radwen? Is she a good OC?**
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'Ma'am.'

Radwen shifted in her bed and turned over.

'Ma'am.'

She opened her eyes and saw Lonetha standing by her bed holding a tray. Suddenly the memories of the day before rushed back to her and she sat up in bed quickly.

'Did you sleep well?' Lonetha asked her.

'More or less,' she answered. She looked at her maid and saw properly how exhausted she was. Dark patches were under her eyes and her dress was stained with blood. 'What about you?'

'I had a few hours sleep,' she answered. 'Nestor kept us busy though.'

'I see,' Radwen responded, understanding what that meant. More of her men had died.

'Your breakfast ma'am,' Lonetha quickly said and passed her the tray.

When Radwen saw her breakfast her stomach growled loudly and she suddenly realised how hungry she was. She gratefully accepted the meal and saw two slices of toast and a poached egg with a cup of tea.

'Thank you,' she said and started to cut up her food. 'What time is it?'

'Four o'clock.'

'Go and get some more sleep.'

Suddenly relief washed over Lonetha's features and she smiled.

'Thank you.'

She then bowed before walking out of the room.

...

A little over half an hour later Radwen walked out of the house, wearing all of her armour, and into their defence position. The men had worked well during the night and the new barricades were fully built. Each one was as tall as her but there were firing steps made from boxes on the ground so she could still fire at the enemy. She looked up at the sky and it was still dark but there was a light in the horizon and there was a chill in the air.

'Captain,' said Osbon and walked over to her. He saluted her.

'Morning Colour Sergeant,' she said and stepped onto the firing step. 'Has there been any sign of attack?'

'Not yet,' he answered. 'I think they're going to attack when the sun's up again.'

'I see,' she said and saw that most of the men on the barricades were asleep with heavy blankets wrapped around them to keep off the rain from the night before. Altogether fifty men were there and only five, including Osbon and herself were awake. 'How long have they been sleeping?'

'A few hours,' he answered.

'Did you get any?'

'No. I don't need much sleep.'

'If you're sure,' she said and lifted her field glasses to her eyes.

She looked at the main Orc army to the north and saw some of them moving. However, ti didn't look like they were going to attack, yet.

'How are we doing for ammunition?'

'We're at five hundred rounds a man,' he told her.

'Alright. I think you'd better get the men.'

'Yes Captain.'

'And make sure they have breakfast.'

Osbon then started to wake the men up by tapping them on the shoulder. He sent a corporal inside to get the cooks to get some food ready while the men got up.

...

A few hours later the Orcs prepared another attack. Two hundred of them had formed up on the field and were getting ready to charge. Radwen stood on the firing step and nodded at Osbon.

'LOAD!' he shouted and her men loaded their weapons.

Radwen did so as well and she aimed her weapon at the Orcs who had started marching. They slowly came closer and closer until they were within range of the rifles.

'Fire at will,' Radwen ordered.

'FIRE!'

She aimed her weapon at an Orc soldier and pulled the trigger. Her weapon kicked back into her shoulder and the Orc fell dead. They charged forwards and, at the same time, two hundred Orcs on the south side charged as well. The men on the south side of the barricade fired their weapons and killed as many of them as they could.

Radwen reloaded her carbine as fast as she could and, when the Orcs were halfway between the field and the house, Radwen thought she heard some distant gunshots.

'What was that?' she asked herself.

Five explosions tore into the wave of Orcs attacking them, wiping out the entire wave. All of the fighting stopped as the defenders were showered with the body parts of Orc soldiers. Bugles in the distance blasted and drums rolled.

'LOOK!' shouted Osbon and pointed towards the north west hills and Radwen felt a smile spread across her face.

Soldiers. Their armour shining in the rising sun. Over three thousand men, marching in two ranks, were coming over the hill. Their uniforms were red and they were marching towards the Orc army, bayonets fixed.

After they had marched over the hill another two ranks of soldiers appeared just over twenty yards behind them. The First and Second Legions. As soon as the Orc commander saw them he started shouting orders at his underlings to get his army into position.

Radwen was smiling madly at seeing the reinforcements. However, gunshots tore her attention away from the army and towards the south barricade. The Orcs from the south were almost upon them. Acting instantly, Radwen ordered half of the men from the north barricade to the south and from there they released a fusillade of shots at the Orcs, striking down dozens of them. In the end their volume of fire was so great that the entire wave was cut down. More explosions from the cannons of the legions tore into the Orcs, this time at the Orcs in the rocks to the south. The explosions hurled deadly shards of rock into the air with the torn up bodies of Orc soldiers. Radwen's men cheered and celebrated as more and more of their enemies were slaughtered.

...

Thannor pulled the trigger on his rifle and shot dead an Orc trying to run away. From the terrace he and his men had killed many Orcs and had fought hard. Now, he looked to the legions and saw the entire Orc army launching a headlong charge into them. They responded with artillery shells and disciplined volley fire, cutting down the waves of Orcs. In the end the wall of lead being blasted at them was too much and some Orcs started to retreat. The Orcs in the trees, who had been firing at the house since that day's attack began, were running away as fast as they could. Thannor's men cut them down but the trees still gave them plenty of cover.

'Cavalry!' the bugler shouted.

Thannor looked north again and he saw them. Over a thousand horsemen thundered between the hills Mortar and Revolver. The infantry had drawn the Orc army in on them and the cavalry had outflanked them. A hammer and an anvil. The horsemen with carbines fired their weapons and then veered off allowing the Heavy Cavalry, armed with lances and heavy sabres, to charge in and smash straight through the Orcs, killing scores of them with every swing and stab. Many of the carbine wielding horsemen had started riding south, heading to Eredh Bardh.

'Bloody fantastic,' Erchor shouted as he wrote more into his notepad.

...

'Keep firing!' Radwen shouted and silently cursed the artillery.

Their bombardment had killed many Orcs but the rest, perhaps a thousand, were enraged by the attack and were charging towards Eredh Bardh to seek revenge. The soldiers there were firing as fast as they could and were cutting down many Orcs. So many were charging at them that the order of the Orc army had broken down so they were just a mob of savages, creating a solid wall to fire into. They were almost at the barricade when, from the east, a swarm of three hundred cavalry with carbines fired into the Orc flank. Driven on by their fear the Orcs began to retreat and then they routed. They were trampled under the hoofs of the horses or shot by their carbines. Radwen then looked north and saw dozens of Orcs running towards them, trying to retreat from the legions.

'Soldiers of Gwaintol,' Radwen suddenly shouted and dropped her carbine, drawing her sword, 'you have fought against the savagery of the Orcs and there is nothing left for you to fear! So raise high the banner of victory! Now it is our time!'

Her men cheered and, following their captain's lead, they charged against the north barricade and pushed it down. With a roar they charged at the Orcs who tried to run but they couldn't escape the righteous fury of the men. Radwen almost jumped as she stabbed an Orc through its cuirass and then she punched another in the face, breaking its jaw. Feeling utter euphoria she drew her revolver and shot an Orc in the back. One ran at her with a knife and she shot it in the head, blasting a chunk of its head off. She swung her sword and sliced an Orc across the chest killing it. When the corpse fell to the ground Radwen wiped the blood off of her face as her men bayoneted the injured Orcs on the ground. The sounds of battle from the legions started dying down and Radwen slipped her sword back into its sheath. She was about to go back to the house when Osbon hurried next up to her.

'Captain,' he said and saluted.

'Osbon.'

'Turn around,' he said and she turned around to see a group of twelve riders coming towards her.

All but two of them carried a large cavalry sabre, tall helmets, purple uniforms and cuirasses. One of the ones who didn't wore a long black trench coat, black uniform and a peaked black cap with a silver sword badge on it. He was extremely old as well with thin white hair, wrinkled skin and his left hand was missing. Radwen knew who he was; High Commissar Umon. The other man was a man Radwen never knew she would be so happy to see. He had a greying moustache and hair, stone like features and gray eyes. As soon as he saw Radwen he allowed a tiny smile to tug at his face. He climbed off of his horse and walked to Radwen and looked at her men.

'I see you managed to hold your position,' King Branchon said and nodded his head.

'Yes father,' she answered.

'Did any of your men desert?'

The harsh, cutting voice of Umon asked her from the top of his black horse.

'Of course not,' she replied, suddenly feeling angry at that man. 'I am not paranoid about whether or not our men are loyal to king and country.'

'That is all Commissar,' Branchon told him.

'Father,' she said quickly, 'there is a matter which I believe the Commissar needs to handle.'

'And that is?' he asked, suddenly curios.

'Erm, I think you ought to bring up the military police.'

...

Radwen, Branchon, Umon, Thannor, Osbon and four military policemen, wearing black uniforms with silver buttons and carrying Laew Shotguns, which operated the same way as the Laew Rifle, walked towards the cellar door where a soldier stood guard. When that young man saw his King he instantly bowed and awaited orders.

'You are relieved,' Umomn told him and the soldier, feeling intimidated by the old man's presence, walked away as fast as he could.

The group walked in and saw barrels of alcohol everywhere and sitting on one of them was Lieutenant Haru. He looked up and was angry when he saw Radwem who had entered first.

'Do you want me to take command?' he sarcastically asked.

'Actually I'm in command right now.'

The king had just entered and Haru stood up at once and saluted.

'Your Majesty,' he said with great respect. 'I assume that you have heard about my wrongful imprisonment.'

'Wrongful?' Branchon asked coldly.

'I have interviewed your fellow officers and they all agree that you committed mutiny,' said Umon. 'As High Commissar I have authority to issue punishments. I need to hear your side of things before I decide on a verdict.'

'Let me see,' Haru said and walked towards the Commissar, stopping a short distance from him. 'I have seniority, I have more experience and I was following Kings Regulations by relieving Princess Radwen of command.'

'Under Military Law a member of the Royal Family is not to be relieved of command unless they do so voluntarily,' Umon told him. 'You knew this and you ignored it in a quest for glory. More than that but your plan of leaving behind all the supplies, civilians and sick men was reckless and would have never worked. I have made my choice,' he then turned to the policemen. 'Take this man upstairs and shoot him for mutiny at once.'

'Yes sir,' their leader, a sergeant, responded and pulled out a pair of handcuffs.

When he was handcuffed he was led upstairs and he shouted and writhed as he tried to escape.

'You can't do this! My brother will hear of this!'

When he was taken away Radwen sat down and held her own head in her hands. Branchon dismissed the other men who left at once leaving him alone with his daughter.

'Radwen,' he said and sat next to her on a barrel, 'are you alright?'

'I don't know,' she answered. 'I lost so many men.'

'That's why I didn't want you up at the front,' he told her. 'If you want to retire your commission I'll allow it.'

'No,' Radwen said and looked up at her father. 'I have seen so much horror and death but I know I was always meant for this.'

'Are you sure?' he asked and placed a comforting hand on her shoulder.

'I'm sure. I want to stay in the army.'

'Very well,' he said and stood up. 'I'll see you up top Captain.'

'Thank you,' she said and smiled. 'Father, what was it like for you?'

'What was what like?'

'The first time you killed?'

'Ah. Well, it was in a small skirmish on the border when I was twenty. I killed an Orc after it killed my officer. It was easy. I didn't let myself think about it.'

'Thank you,' Radwen responded.

'Like I said, I'll see you up top.'

With that he left the cellar and Radwen was alone with her thoughts.

**AN: Well there was chapter Four. I'll probably be slowing down updates for a while as I have exams coming up. Please review and tell me what you thought about this chapter.**


End file.
